A FEBRUARY DEBATE
and obvious sincerity. It was heard with friendly courtesy,
for Sir Laming Worthington-Evans was one of the best-liked
men in the House of Commons. No one who heard the
resonant voice of the speaker could have believed that within
three days that voice would be stilled for ever.
When his turn came, Snowden, a grim, gaunt figure, rose
from the Treasury Bench to reply. As he was prepared to
climb down, it is natural and characteristic that he should
have a preliminary fling at his opponents. Particularly he
was determined to have a slap at Churchill, the ex-Chancellor
who sat opposite watching Snowden's obvious embarrassment,
with a sardonic smile on his face. It would be asking too
much to expect such a master of invective as Snowden to
capitulate without taking a god-sent opportunity to indulge his
faculty for satirical aspersion. Even Churchill, his most
formidable antagonist, would not grudge him that satisfaction.
His first words were characteristic of his caustic sarcasm.
He ironically congratulated the Conservative Whips upon their
energy in securing the attendance of a sufficient number of
Members at an economy debate to prevent the House being
6 counted out.' This jeer raised an outcry of protest from the
Tory benches, and the Speaker had to intervene to still the
clamour. The Chancellor was surprised at the irritation
shown. Were not his congratulations deserved ? Was it not
a fact that, on the last occasion on which economy was dis-
cussed on a motion by one of their own Tory Members, there
was no time during the debate when there were more than a
dozen Conservative Members present in the House ? Casting
his eye along the front Opposition Bench he fixed it on the
hawk-like features of Mr. Neville Chamberlain. Was it not
a fact that their presence there that day was due to the extra-
ordinary action taken by the head of the Conservative
organization ? Had Mr. Chamberlain not written a letter to
The Times containing a sharp reprimand to his followers, for
their slackness and negligence in carrying out their parlia-
mentary duties ? Then with gleaming eye and curling lip he
denounced the ex-Chancellor. He gleefully turned the
corpulent Churchill on the spit and roasted him in the
flames of his righteous indignation. Who was he to talk
of extravagance ! While Snowden revelled in his ruthless
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